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We continued on the labyrinthine way, delighting in
views of rivers, valleys, precipitous crags, and multitudi-
nous mountain tiers. Each night we stopped at a rustic
inn and cooked our food. Sri Yukteswar took special
care of my diet, insisting that I have lime juice at all
meals. I was still weak, but daily improving, though the
rattling carriage had been strictly designed for discom-
fort.
Joyous anticipations filled our hearts as we neared
central Kashmir: paradise land of lotus lakes, floating
gardens, gaily canopied houseboats, the many-bridged
Jhelum River, and flower-strewn pastures, all encircled b>
the Himalayas.
Our approach to Srinagar was through an avenue of
tall, welcoming trees. We engaged rooms ai a double-
storied inn overlooking the noble hills. No running water
was available; we drew our supply from a nearby well.
The summer weather was ideal: warm davs and slightly
cold nights.
We made a pilgrimage to an ancient Srinagar temple
dedicated to Swami Shankara. As I gazed up, n the
mountain-peak hermitage, bold against the sk), 1 fell inta
an ecstatic trance. A vision appeared of a hilltop mansion
in a distant land; the lofty Shankara temple in Srinagar
became transformed into the edifice where, years later,
I established Self-Realization Fellowship headquarters in
America. (When I first visited Los Angeles in California,
and saw the large building on the crest of IVfount Wash-
ington, I recognized it at once from my long-past visions
in Kashmir and elsewhere.)
A few days in Srinagar; then on to Gulmarg ("mountain
paths of flowers"), eighty-five hundred feet high. There
I had my first ride on a large horse. Rajcndra mounted
a small trotter, one whose heart was fired by ambition for
speed. We ventured onto the very steep Khilanmarg;
the path led through a dense forest, abounding in tree
mushrooms, where the mist-shrouded trails were often
precarious. But Rajendra's little animal never permitted
my oversized steed a moment's rest, even at the most
perilous turns. On, on, untiringly came Rajendra's horse,
oblivious to all but the joy of competition.
Our strenuous race was rewarded by a breath-taking
view.   For the first time in this life, I gazed in all direc-